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TO THE MEMORY OF 

George Gordon Noel-Lord Byron 

This Book is dedicated by one who, while 
observing his virtues, would be blind to his vices. 




PREFACE. 

(HE following poems are the effusions of one 
who has not yet completed his seventeenth 
year. He is quite conscious that in them the 
public will find much to condemn, but he also 
hopes that a little may be found which will be 
deemed worthy of their praise and approval. The 
poems have no special claim to favour, save that 
they owe their existence and publication to none 
but the author, who, while inviting the fullest 
and most accurate criticism, would beg to remind 
his readers that, in the words of Lord Byron : — 

" 'Tis pleasant, sure, to see one's name iu print, 
A book's a book, although there's nothing in't." 

Darrington, Yorks. 
August, 1879. 
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,HE daughter of a Pasha being beloved of a young 
Christian was suspected by her father and 
the pair were seized at their meeting place one 
evening. The lady suffered the customary punish- 
ment of infidelity, which is death by drowning, the 
lover contriyed by some means to make his escape. 
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Canto the First. 
I. 

HE morning has broken in beauty and splendour 
Above tbe fair forests that watch by the town, 
The sunbeams have kissed with embraces most tender 
The clouds of the darkness which wander far down 
Where the shadows of night-time half flee from the sky 
Where the grey robes of sunrise sweep carelessly by, 
Where o'er the high mountains there riseth the sun, 
WhHe clothed in its freshness the day is begun. 

II. 

The day is begun and the shadows of morning 

Now blush into brightness, now melt into smiles. 

The stars that have watched for the birth of the 

dawning 
Are fled from its presence among the blue isles 

Which float through the heavens toward the far west. 

Where the night that is wearied lies longing for rest, 

The voice of the city the silence will break 

When after long slumbers the sleeping awake. 
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III. 



A sound is heard along tlie creek, 
The rippling of some light caique 
Which passing onward stands away 
Where ocean points the safer bay. 
The seaman who has manned it, now 
Eests on his oar with pensive brow, 
And watching landward marks the line 
Of cliffs that with the morning shine. 
Fair is the scene ; but twilight dim 
Hath made it fairer far to him, 
When night clouds falling thick and fast 
Are emblems of the days gone past. 
He marks the early morning star 
Half hidden in its white symar 
Where the still lingering shades of night 
Are battling with the rays of light, 
They break — ^they struggle — now 'tis past, 
The morning rose on Greece at last. 
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IV. 

The seaman spreads the snowy sail, 
And, turning slowly to the gale, 
He passes down the stream to where 
The Pasha's divan meets his eye. 
All lazily he wanders by 
That floating structure of the air 
Above the dark pomegranates shining. 
Its marble outline clear defining 
The minarets above the wall 
Eising on high, yet seeming to fall. 
He sees the flowers that overhang 
The balconies from whence they sprang. 
And, as the winds above him pass 
He feels the perfume of the rose, 
Falling light as breath that blows 
The scent from out the dewy grass. 

V. 

No sound is heard whose noise might mar 
The stillness that is breathed afar. 
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Save when the drip of flashing oar 
Eises or falls athwart the wave — 
All, all is silent as the grave 
Upon the waves which sweep the shore. 
Yet while he mused the seaman heard 
The merry music of a bird 
Singing beneath the cedars' shade 
The eastern poem that he had made. 
The music rouses from his dream 
The one who listens on the stream, 
He grasps his oar with steady hand, 
The waters part before his prow. 
And breaking on the stillness now 
He glides beneath the shaded strand. 

VI. 
He anchors by the garden wall 
And revels in the quiet shade 
That intervening trees have made. 
He listens to the water-fall 
Whose trickling trembled on his ear 
The while it floated towards the weir ; 
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Upon liis ear there falls the hum 

Of birds and bees where spring-flowers come, 

And, yielding to the summer day, 

He dreams the morning half away. 

vn. 

He dreams, and in that hour he sees 

The images of other lands, 

And, sleeping, in his rest he stands 

Where, laden with the scented breeze. 

The dark-eyed houris meet his sight, 

All dazzled by th' unwonted light 

He strives to break the unreal spell 

That like a cloud about him fell. 

He half awakes in sudden fear, — 

Whence comes this noise which meets his ear; 

VIII. 

As starts the sleeper from his sleep 
A sound is heard along the deep, 
And all amazed he wakes to see 
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The flash of foam and drip of oar, 
And, gliding quickly to the shore, 
A light boat passing o'er the sea. 

IX. 

Who stands beside the water there 
Watching the boat with blushing cheek, 
With half expectant longing air ? 

Low are the tones in which they speak. 
She half afraid, yet lingering near. 
Like one that bears a nameless fear 
Yet turns the thought from out the way 
With one that holds a sterner sway. 
He, pleading as a lover, pleads 
His suit with all alluring guile. 
Emboldened by the sweetest smile. 
Where with love's quicker sense he reads 
Within the eyes too deeply blessed 
Her mute consent to his request. 
One moment, and towards his breast 
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The willing maiden now is pressed, 
One parting word, and like a dream 
The boat is shooting down the stream. 

The boat is sped, the lady flown. 
The seaman and his bark are gone, 
And where the eddying current ran 
He took his way to the divan. 
His sleep, his dream no longer dwell, 

« 

Another tale he has to tell. 

What though of earth, too well he knew 

The scene he saw was more than true. 

XI. 

The lady watches from her place 

With trembling heart and blushing face, 

A token flower is in her hand, 

A sparkling tear is in her eye, 

Oh ! that she might toward him fly 
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And in some more congenial land 
Live in his thoughts, and by his side, 
His first, his last, his only bride. 

XII. 

The Pasha's brow is dark with thought, 
A crimson flush is on his cheek, 
He dares not trust himself to speak ; 
With hurried steps he quickly sought 
The eunuch and the guarded harem ; 
Why is this strange, unknown alarum? 
Abdallah shrinks before the eye. 
Whose fierceness pierces through his soul 
Like sign of coming thunder roll 
Above the clouds where it shall lie. 

xm. 

One slowly passes o'er the bay 
Where he has seen a fairer sight 
Than comes in the imagined night, 
Of glittering tales and legends gay. 
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Dark was his brow, his trembling hand 
Was playing with a purse's string, 
The torture of remorse had fanned 
His burning brain, he drew the ring 
From off the sack that held the gold 
One look — beneath the wave it rolled. 

XIV. 

He watched it as it slowly sank. 
The waters circling to the bank. 
The seaman turned in silent fear 
As the dull splash broke on his ear ; 
The wavelets cleared, with frenzied stare 
He looked below and saw it there. 
Vain was his wish for darkest night 
To hide it from his terrored sight, 
One moment passed — ^with hurried oar 
He dashed his boat upon the shore. 
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Canto thb Second. 

I. 

IHE hour of eve hath come and to his rest 
Sinks the red sun beneath the glowing west, 
Each purple hill receives the lovely light, 
Which brightens all before 'tis hid by night ; 
Each glittering wave is raised to flashing spray 
The while it seeks the last long kiss of day ; 
One glance he casts upon the heaving deep, 
Sends forth one smile, then slowly sinks to sleep. 

II. 

All yet is still, and on the senses steal 
The hour that makes the youthful mind to reel ; 
Low are the sighs that whispering zephyrs wake. 
Sweeter the sounds that on the silence break. 
Hushed — chained — enraptured — seems the human 

heart 
As day's last moments and its cares depart ; 
It swells — it dies — in accents sweetly rare 
The evening song that breaks the twilight air. 
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ni. 

** The day is passing away, 
The sun is sinking to sleep, 
Under the shadowing bay, 
Under the western steep, 
Under the cloudlets gray. 
Under the heaving deep. 

" Slowly the day has gone. 
Slowly the eve draws near, 
Yet shall I look upon 
He that my heart holds dear. 
Yet shall the time come on, 
Yet shall the hour be here. 

" Sweet is the twilight air. 
Sweet is the scented rose, 
Lovely the waters there 
Where the cool zephyr blows, 
Lovely the flowers so fair 
Where the still river flows. 
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" He promised to come to-night, 

His bark is on the sea, 

I watch the melting light 

Under the cedar tree. 

Where the foam drops show so white 

My loved one cometh to me." 

IV. 

The song died slowly on the air 

In cadences so wild and sweet, 

In melodies so passing fair 

That the still river at her feet 

Still slower rolled, still moved the more, 

More faintly to the shadowed shore. 

Yet on the lingering wind they fall 

And birds that sang in madrigal 

Listened, and felt their hearts to glow 

The while the maiden sang below. 

V. 

She ceased, and on the lovely night 
Silence reposed, and through the bars 



THE PASHA^S DAUGHTER. 21 

Of silvered clouds forth peeped the stars 
All shrouded in their robes of white. 

VI. 

Why watches she the long low line 
Whose gleam proclaims the dangers near ? 
Its sprays beneath the moonlight shine, 
And on the sparkling cause of fear 
One small speck seems to rise and float 
Like movement of some daring boat. 

VII. 

Who comes from o'er the waters wide 
With conscious step of haughty pride ? 
The dress he wears would say that he 
Appeared some careless Galiongee, 
Vain was the show ; the garb he wore 
The while he landed on the shore 
Hid not his creed from out the eyes 
Of her who watched in like disguise. 
And she who gazed with beating heart 
Saw through that dress the one appear 
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Wlio made when lie himself was near 

A heaven from which 'twere strange to part. 

vm 

He came ; and in that hour the sky 
Seemed to the maiden more than foir. 
And zephyrs which went floating by 
Made music to the listening air, 
And the low sounds were all too rare 
Which dipping branches made below, 
Where the continuous currents flow 
With interspersing murmurs there, 
Of rivers running wild and free 
Among the sedges to the sea. 

IX. 

Among the sedges to the sea, 
The river ran and they who stood 
In happy but in silent mood 
Upon its banks, might haply see 
Within the stream's tumultuous flood 
An emblem of the love they knew, 



THE PASHA^S DAUOHTIBB. 2^ 

The love 'twere well they might not rue ; 

And, as the water's rapid course 

All smoothly running joined in one, 

The lovers' hearts too soon had run 

And poured themselves with stronger force 

Upon an ocean wider far 

Than that which moves from star to star. 

X. 

The eastern evening on them shed 

The love which in their natures slept 

Slumbering and still but not yet dead 

And on the heart emotion crept 

All silent, save for secret signs 

More fair than voice, more sweet than word, 

More lovely than the softest lines 

That human ears had ever heard. 

XI. 

Silent and still the sound of sighs 
Floated across the twilight air, 
And tears that lighted darkest eyes 
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Shone in the eyelids of the fair 
And playing in her long dark hair, 
The scented winds went by and bore 
Along with them toward the shore 
A perfume which was richly rare. 

XII. 

" Arise and pray " — ^from out the town 
The muezzin's voice came pealing down 
And breaking far across the wave 
Left silence deeper than the grave. 
She marked with still and secret pain 
The cruel smile of proud disdain 
That swiftly shot across the brow 
Of he who lingered by her side, 
And watched her with a lover's pride, 
One glance of scorn — 'twas over now. 
And on the forehead downward bent 
It came not swifter than it went— 
With smile serene, and brow unmoved 
The Christian turned to her he loved. 
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XIII. 

The moonbeams fell with shaded light 
Upon the paths beneath the shade, 
And all unclouded was the night 
Which stretched above the glistening glade 
And all was clear, save where was laid 
The shadow of some waving tree, 
Or where the white-flecked cloudlets made 
A golden pathway on the sea. 

XIV 

They are so happy they have not heard 

A stealthy footstep steal behind. 

Like lightest print of lightest bird 

Or whisper of the passing wind ; 

They have not noticed one whose breath 

Is held as though for life or death. 

Whose hands are clenched with sternest force 

Whose rage is kept within its course, 

Whose throbbing brows and eyeballs say 
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What thousand hates are held in sway ; 
He marked the love that passed between 
The unconscious pair which he had seen, 
And while the moon dropped down the bay 
The Moslem slowly stole away. 

XV 

The lover claims a last embrace 
One parting smile, one last long kiss, 
And happy is the maiden's face 
For nearer seems the promised bliss, 
Only one day and then — ^they start 
At sounds which move the stoutest heart ! 
Why springs the Christian at that word 
With heightening glance and. ready sword ? 
And the quick words break on the hour, 
" Well met at last, accursed Giaour." 
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Canto the Thibd. 
I 
All pale he sits within his hall 
The stem old Pasha, who had seen 
Loves and hates to roll between 
The years whose winters on him fall, 
Nor is so hard the frowning wall 
As the cool heart that beats his breast, 
Now disturbed from its wonted rest 
Now alarmed from its usual beat, 
Its monotone in a quiet retreat. 
And the blood that flows so calm and still. 
Like the shady course of a quiet rill 
Is startled and chased from out its rest 
By the one that the Pasha has loved the best. 

II. 
Ah ! it is not a pleasant sight — 
Would for the darkness of winter's night 
With shiver of snow and beat of rain. 
To rise and blot it from out the light, 
Out of the light. 
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ni. 

Cover the misery and the pain ; 
The wish is only in vain, in vain — 
Vain and wild, yet would it might be 

Ere the tide has risen on yonder sea. 

****** 

IV. 

Eisen ? alas ! it is risen now, 

Eisen and tumbled and danced and swung 

Eound and round in a maddening roar, 

Under the rocks and over the shore, 

And near the white and dusky brow 

Of the hiU whose shadow has overhung 

The waters which lave its steep outline 

Waving with heather and branches fair 

In the passing waves of the wandering air 

Where the morning sunbeams are used to 
shine. 

V. 
Surge and sweep, boil and roar 
Under the rocks, over the shore, 
Under the heedless, unpitying sky, 
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Under the sea-birds whirling by — 
Whirl with your waters far into the night 
Anywhere, anywhere, out of my sight 
Bury it deep, so that it sleep 
Deep in the caves of the ocean blue 
No green grave-sod or sparkling dew 
Shall wave or shine, or night or day — 
Bury it, carry it far from my way ! 



VI. 

He came, and, stealing down the shore. 
Away he flew with straining oar 
Away by scenes where morning made 
Among the cliffs a pensive shade ; 
He heeded not, but still away 
He sped like thought along the way : 
Once had he turned, and on his brow 
The hand of care had written now 
Ever and onward, wild and fast. 
The Christian sank toward the past, 
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NGELO, a young gentleman of Venice, having 
committed an offence against the law, was 
condemned by Prince Lara to death. His wife 
Leonora interceded with Lara, and was told by him 
that Angelo should be spared if she would become 
his mistress. She consulted with her husband, who 
refused to listen to the terms, and sent a refusal to 
the prince. Angelo was led out to execution in the 
evening and suffered. 
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Canto the Pijbst. 
I. 

,H, know ye tlie clime of the sunshine and 
gladness, 

The breath of the zephyr, the smile of the day, 

The land where the stars have looked down in sweet 

sadness. 
And told that its glories have long passed away ? 

Where the light of the soul flashes down from afar, 

Where the rareness of beauty delights as a star. 

Where the daughters of loveliness seem as a light 

When it shoots its fair course through the darkness 

of night. 
Where the sad gift of beauty comes down from 

above. 
And the hot soul of passion is mingled with love ; 

'Tis the home of the heart, 'tis the dream of the 

mind. 
Where beauty and pleasure and hope are enshrined. 

II. 
The morning broke above the town 

That sits beside the dark blue waters, 



i 
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And looked with smiling aspect down 
Upon tlie fairest of the daughters 
Who rise from out the old gray sea, 
With beings as fair, with thoughts as free. 

m. 

Within the walls of that proud fane, 
Whose head is raised with conscious pride. 
As ruling man and mind and main. 
Prince Lara sat, and by his side 
The proud emissaries of law, 
Who waited but his stern command 
To come, to stay, or to withdraw. 
For he was one whose high bom hand 
Had never brooked dissentient voice. 
And yet his heart might not rejoice, 
For vice and power and pride had made 
Upon his face a constant shade. 

IV. 
He spake, " But yesterday I gave 
A condemnation to the grave, — 
To die by scaffold and by sword — 
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Upon a man both young and brave ; 
Young Angelo, and yet bis word 
Has perjured faith and left unknown 
The hope that he had better grown, 
To-night before the sun goes down 
He dies," — he ended with a frown. 
And through that throng a shiver ran 
At such stem words from such a man. 

V. 

A vassal entered to the hall, 

And stood before his haughty lord, 

And quietly he gave him word. 

As though he knew his master's mind 

To none but its own self was kind, 

And bowing low he left the place, 

With servile homage on his face. 

Like straw that dreads the ruthless wind. 

VI. 

The courtiers dared to lift the eye, 
To see if they perchance might read 



i 
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What news had reached the despot's ear, 

But o'er the prince's face indeed 

No shadow passed of hope or fear, 

Of tidings ill, or mem'ries dear. 

His eye's quick glance alone might give 

A sign that he in truth did live. 

vn. 

He spake, he motioned with his hand 
The shrinking crowd from out his sight, 
And in harsh accents made command 
That they should leave him for a space ; 
This done, as marble slept his face. 
For he was one whose mind was power. 
Whose passions were concealed from eyes, 
That might not guess their strange surmis 
He watched the door ; it opened wide, 
And a fair woman stepped inside. 

VIII. 

She hastened to the marble throne, 
Where sat the heir of Lara's line, 
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And when she saw thej were alone 
She sank upon the unmoved stone, 
And with a gesture half diyine 
Made motion through her blinding tears, 
Her tongue refused to speak her fears. 

IX. 

But suddenly she proudly rose, 

And stood before Prince Lara's face, 

And drew her veil — ^to him she shows 

A noble, sad, and lovely grace ; 

Dark eyes that flashed the proudest scorn, 

And a full lip that pouted hate. 

Towards him who sat before her, shorn 

Of all the mockery of his fate. 

And her fair bosom heaved, and told 

Of passions which might ne'er grow cold. 



" What dost thou here, and why thy grief ? 
Speak ! for thy actions promise words, 
It may be thou shalt find relief, 
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Hath any wronged thee ? " " Thou, thyself, 
Hath wrought upon me cruel wrong, 
Which none but thou may take away. 
Oh ! call it back, or bear my curse. 
As dark a curse as He might say 
Who only has the power for worse." 

XI. 
" How have I wronged thee ? " "In the cell 
That lies beneath thy palace wall 
Lies one on whom a dying knell 
At sunset's early hour shall fall. 
My husband he, thou know'st my tale. 
And on what errand I am come. 
Last night I heard the busy hum 
Of man and child without the street. 
Coming and going with footsteps fleet, — 
Ah ! they seemed happy ; I was not. 
It was but then I saw thee stand 
And give my husband to the death, 
With smooth stem voice, and lifted hand. 
And stay thy fellow creature's breath. 
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The meanest beggar's humble lot 
Was happier than my own ; for I 
Had heard the one I loved must die." 

XII. 

She ceased, and gazed upon the man 

Whose pride and power had given him right 

To lay upon the poor his ban, 

To change the gleam of day to night 

In many a heart ; and to oppress 

The widow and the fatherless. 

XIII. 
His dark eye fastened on the face, 
Whose beauty was obscured by pain. 
And, with an empty show of grace 
And regal port, he spake again. 
" Listen, thy husband's crime was great. 
For he had sinned against the State, 
And my decree on him was death ; 
I may not stay his life or breath. 
The law does that, and the decree 
May not be altered, even by me." 
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XIV. 
She raised her head with stately mien, 
" And is thy mind too great to give 
A fellow-man the power to live ? 
Ah ! hadst thou seen what I have seen, 
Two children, who are not of years, 
Too young to know the awful grief 
That overhangs their mother's fears, — 
To-night they shall be fatherless, 
And I must watch their childish smiles. 
Their untaught ways and infant bliss, 
And in their looks see traits of his." 

XV. 
Again she paused and seemed to seek 
For a reply, to set at rest 
The miseries that she might not speak. 
And calm her own tormented breast. 
And now he spake in accents mild. 
In a smooth voice, as of a man 
Whose faculties may coolly plan 
Some sad, dark scheme of passions wild. 



THS BBIDS OF TENICfi. 4l 

XVI. 

Thy husband yet may be set free ; 
If thou wilt take the terms I give, 
Young Angelo in peace shall live, 
But thou must yield thyself to me, 
To own me lord and share my bed : — 
Start not ! it is the only way, 
For I may rule thee as I may." 

XVII. 

She tulned upon him, with a glance 
That flashed unutterable scorn. 
Standing as one stands in a trance, 
"And I to him two babes have bom. 
And should they live and bear our name, 
And know the horror of my shame f 
Thy words are harsher than the doom 
That on my husband's head did fall, 
The very coldness of the wall 
That bounds the splendours of this room 
Is not so cold as thine own heart, 
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Is not 80 empty as thy mind, — 
Alas ! in thee all things are blind. 
Ah, me ! " she added with a sigh, 
" I would that my own self might die. 



» 



XVUl. 

The tyrant spoke, " Go to the cell 
Where now thy husband waits for death, 
Thou knowest the terms, let him know well. 
And send me from his dying breath 
His answer and thine own, that I 
May give him power to live or die." 
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Canto the Second. 
I. 

IHE afternoon's long shadows fell, 
From castled tower, or lordly tree, 
In wider wood, or lonely dell ; 
But in the city by the sea, 
From gloomy gateways black and high, 
They fell upon the palace stone, 
And kissed him where he sat alone 
Who was, when they expired, to die. 

II. 

He sat alone, that lordly youth. 
Nor feared to look it in the face. 
That was to come with such disgrace ; 
He gave his life for cause of truth, 
And with a stem and stedf ast mind 
To his own death was he resigned. 
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in. 

Alas ! he was so young, so fair, 
It seemed too hard for him to die. 
And leave the love of wife and child, 
And wander forth into the wHd 
And awful abyss of despair. 
But now the time was near at hand 
And he must steel himself, to stand 
Where many a one had stood before, 
Waiting with fearless eye and breath 
The opening of that unknown door 
Which stood between his life and death. 

IV. 

He heard a sound outside the door, 
A noise of feet, and then a voice 
That made his own sad heart rejoice : 
Had he not heard it oft before ? — 
But then, alas ! his life was free. 
And all his hopes lay in the fair 
And free expanse that, like the sea. 
Glittered and sparkled everywhere : 
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V. 

The door flew wide, and now the light 
Of his remembered olden home 
Came in upon his deepened night, 
And, with a gesture of delight. 
He stepped towards her, but her arms 
Were clasped about him — and her tears 
Mew fast adown her marble cheek, 
And once she half essayed to speak. 
How beautiful she seemed — her charms 
Were heightened by her untold fears, 
And her fair presence made the cell 
A dwelling where a prince might dwell. 

VI. 
" Ah ! Angelo, 'tis sweet to see 
Thee once again before — ^but, ah ! 
I cannot speak of that which comes, 
And yet — and yet — ^thou may'st be free, 
And saved from death, and the foul scar 
That on our name would rest, may be 
Saved by a darker, guiltier far." 
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VII 

" How, Leonora ; hast thou made 
For me an intercession meet ? — 
I would not that thyself, my sweet. 
Had come into this prisoned shade, 
This gloomy cell can be no place 
For thy fair form and royal grace — 
But tell me, may I yet be free. 
And if my life is saved by thee ? " 

vin. 

She told him all with freezing air. 
The interview that she had borne. 
The thousand torments of the mom. 
But when she brought her tale to where 
The terms were named, he sprang on high 
With flushing brow and angry eye, 
" Curse on the tyrant, and the heart 
That pierced thee with so harsh a dart, 
Fling the thought from thee, I will die. 
Nor drop one tear, nor heave one sigh. 
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DC. 

" Let us forget this taunting word, 

I have but one short hour to stay, 

And let me speak as thou hast heard 

Me speak, in many a long-lost day ; 

Ah ! soon my life must pass away. 

And who shall cheer thee when I'm gone ? 

Weep not, my loved one, rather bear 

Thy husband's fate with daimtless air. 

I was a soldier, and my sword 

Has battled for my country's cause. 

And aye upheld our ancient laws. 

And if I spake one hasty word, 

It was not meet that they should take 

My manhood for the word I spake. 

X. 

" Thou dost remember our old home 
Beside the blue Italian lake. 
Upon whose shores we oft did roam, 
While thy dark eyes soft music spake ; 
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Alas ! the stones are near decaj, 
And fleeting to the past awaj : 
But they are old and I am young ; 
And yet my life must soon ebb out, 
And the old walls where merry shout 
And merrier laugh so oft hath rung 
Must pass away, and leave no trace 
Of their forgotten master's face. 



XI. 



" Our children — ah ! their infant minds 
Know not the sorrow which they have, 
They cannot feel their father's death, 
Yet tell them from my dying breath 
That I was never aught but brave. 
And innocent in all but truth ; 
And teach them in their earliest youth 
To love and honour the good old town, 
The pride of seas, and 'neath her wall 
To live, and if it need be — fall." 
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xn. 

He ceased, and one short moment passed, 
In tliat which might not be again, 
The pleasure deepened by the pain. 
One moment only — ^and the last. 
Then he arose — one last long kiss 
And all was over between the pair, 
Whose life had once appeared so fair. 
Whose hours had passed in happier bliss. 
She passed from out the door — ^the light 
Went from his cell, and all was night. 
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Canto thb Thibd. 
I. 

CEOSS the waters fall the wide 
Fair shadows of the sun, 
Telling as they softly glide 
The day is done. 
And from the city by the sea 
The bells are ringing wild and free, 
Seeming to tell with a strange delight 
Of a nuptial song or a bridal night ; 
But they sound for a marriage of life with death, 
And the last short sob of a human breath. 

11. 

Upon an open space that stood 
Before the waters of the ocean, 
A dark and motley multitude, 
Without a tear, without emotion, 
Were waiting patiently to see 
The end of a fellow creature's life ! 
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Their hearts were stone, and the grey old sea 
Heaving in front, with its heedless strife 
Like an ancient Jove, with a careless nod, 
Was the only one where pity might be, 
And a silent witness from man to God. 

m. 

He who hath looked with steady eye 
Upon the death that comes full near, 
Nor dropped one useless, faltering tear. 
Nor heaved one voluntary sigh. 
But, with bold gaze and brow serene, 
Looked down with scorn upon the earth, 
Eed with the blood of what hath been, 
While the whole life from then till birth 
Passed in a quick and straight review. 
And upward gazing to the blue 
And fair expanse above him spread, 
Feared not to join the countless dead, 
Such was the youth who on scaffold and knee 
Was looking his last on the town and the sea, 
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IV. 

He stood, and bared his convict head, 

Young Angelo ; and turning round 

His keen eye swept the crowded ground, 

"Not in his glance was sign of dread 

But looks of scorn and show of pride ; 

Yet suddenly his face grew white, 

For he was thinking of his bride. 

Ah ! never more might the summer night 

See him a lover by her side. 

The beautiful one that he held so dear ; 

But now he must shun the look of fear, 

And his face grew stem and he turned away. 

To take his last look of the dying day. 

V. 

He saw no axe, no block, no crowd 

Impatient for the sight. 

But he watched the roll of the sunlit cloud 

As it drifted towards the night ; 

He looked before and he saw his home 
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And his children at their play, 

And the beach where the waters' angry foam 

Had drenched him with their spray ; 

But the cloud had passed o'er the fair old sea, 

And he bared on the scaffold his soldier's knee. 

VI. 
A hush fell then amidst the throng, 
And through their hearts a sudden thrill. 
Passing with stem and iron will. 
Had warned them of the human breath 
That even now was claimed by death. 

VII. 

He knelt and gazed with steadfast eye 

On the place where his head must quickly lie ; 

His fair hair floated over the block, 

As the west wind kissed each golden lock : 

He gazed once more on the dying day, 

A soimd — and the convict was far away. 
****** 

'Twas night in Venice — ^but there came 

Through those dark streets a crouching form, 
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She sought a grave without a name ; 
A heart that once had beat so warm, 
Cold, chill, and silent where it laj, 
Hid from the day, or night, or storm. 

TQI. 

By Adrians shore two children grow in years, 
And one fair mother learns to dry her tears. 
Yet often tells them with impassioned breath 
Her husband's glory, and their father's death. 





t 
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A Pastoral. 



THE MONODY OF LYCAETJS. 




ET once again, ye groves of verdant spring 
Wliich near tlie fount of Arethuse do dwell, 
I come to taste tlie sweets of your delight, 
Or watch the dark plumed night 
Flit from your ebon shades with dreamy wing ; 
With rural pipe and sylvan voice to sing, 
In trickM numbers pleasing the quaint ear. 
Or 'neath the whispering voices of the trees 
To catch the sunbeam fancies of the wind. 
Or mournful sigh unto the wandering breeze ; 
Tet though I come with gently musing mind. 
My theme, which erst was one of joyous song. 
Mournful and full of fancies now must be. 
And dressed in colours of reflection drear. 
For he is dead that once was dear to me. 
And youthful memories round me quickly throng. 
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Ah ! Lycaeus is gone, whose youthful feet 
Had climbed the summit of the sacred hill, 
Whose voice had sung in measures wildly sweet, 
By evening's stream, or morning's flashing riU. 
Alas ! what boots the smoothly gliding verse 
To celebrate the virtues of the dead, 
Or mournful sigh unto the passing clouds, 
Or catch the wandering sunbeams as they fly 
To raise a tribute to his hallowed head. 

Whose hyacinthine locks were all unshorn. 
But then the deadly blight which laid thee low 
Sent us to wander o'er the vale forlorn. 
To wildly weep and wail thy hapless woe. 

Eetum, sweet memories of the voiceless past. 
And fill the mind with happy useless joys. 
Or sad remembrance of our youthful dreams 
When hand in hand we wandered by the wood. 
Or quenched our thirst at pleasant murmuring 

streams. 
And oft at gentle mom we wond'ring stood 
Upon the summits of the eastern hills. 
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Wliere Humber rolled his golden tide beneath, 
And watched the flaming warfare of the sky ; 

Or sipped the early dew from crystal rills, 
Which seemed to smile and then to babble by. 
Ah, me ! those scenes for thee should haply sigh. 
Where thy sweet voice did merry music make 
With oaten pipe or rustic reed of straw. 
While many a cheerful echo round did wake 
To carol back the airy sylvan note. 
Like mystic voices from a fabled shore, 
Hydaspes, or the Ladon's banks remote ; 
Where lilies blend with many a fairer flower, 
And golden winds in trembling music sigh 
O'er hyacinths and asphodels in bloom. 
Or gorgeous plants which quickly live and die. 

Ah, sweetest shepherd ! shall the hapless swains 
Who hung upon the sounds of thy soft note 
Now sadly weep thy fair and youthful face. 
Lost like Adonis in thine unripe youth ? 
Ah, me ! and what to us of joy remains. 
Or jocund laugh, or merry rustic note ? 
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For they were dull were they unshared by thee ; 
And miiny a shepherd wails thy moumfal i^te, 

** Alas ! " Maecenas said, *' and where is he 

Whose laoghing Toice my own hath oft reproyed. 

Impatient of the musty iion rule, 

And aye indulging in his boyish dreams ? 

For glad was he to leave the ancient school, 

And so to wander by the wooded streams, 

To think of nymphs, and wizards dark and drear." 

Next Thyrsis, swain sedate, did make his moan, 

And sighed that that young heart no more should 

beat; 
" Alas ! " said he, " how oft thy dancing feet 
Have followed me into the mountabi mist, 
To talk of lambs, and tell thy wondrous tales 
All unremembered by the rustic hind." 
Oh ! thou fe,ir haven, where his soul be cast 
To wander through thy forests clothed in green, 
And with some angel spirit him to guide 
The fairy-footed flowery aisles between, 
Take of the youthful boy a solemn care, 
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Or keep him ever by tlie crystal flood, 
Where after his short life he quickly stood, 
And heard unknown delights beseech the ear. 
Thy spoil with flow'rets crown, and dewy wreaths 
All lovely with the morning's glittering gems. 

Or like the beauty of night's diadems. 
For him the solemn song shall soon delight — 
Yet while with thee 'tis day, with us 'tis night, 
For thy young mind is banished like a star 
Cast from the heaven of our devoted hopes. 
To wander 'neath the ambrosial shades afar. 
And there indulge in soft ethereal dreams, 
As quaintly imaged as thy native shore 
Of sombre vales and gently winding streams. 
But now the eve did wane, and twilight fair 
In her grey mantle wrapped the autumnal fields. 
And Cynthia, dressed in robe of dullest blue. 
With gentle hand expelled the busy day 
Who wandered forth with timid steps to stray, 
And headlong fall into the abyss of time ; 
The sylvan pipe and sad unleam'd rhyme 
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Went from tlie shepherd's mind like some strange 

sight, 
While to his humble home he slowly fled, 
His mournful rhythm still lingering in his head, — 
So passed Hyperion from the autumn night. 
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A Pastoral. 



THE PASTOEAL OF THYRSIS. 




ETXJEN, sweet memories of tlie sylvan muse 
Witli scent of woods, and hoary elms hung 
By ivy, fondly clasping in its arms [round 

The image of the charms 

That winter's frost and summer's beauty crowned ; 
Or wanton woodbine, on the thick gi'assed ground 
Winding its way beneath the silent trees. 
Who held their breath to hear the murmuring sound 
Of wood-birds, cooing to the evening breeze. 

Bring some remembrance of the long-lost past. 
The village, or the beech-tree's noisy boughs 
Where feathered songsters chattered loud and long. 
In many a strange-tuned song, 
Hushed into silence by the night at last ; 
Bring to the satiate mind the rustic seat, 
Where lovers blushed, and old age talked between. 
The harmless scandals of the small retreat 
When day's last shadows swept the country green. 
And from the rich brown fields the ploughman came 
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With look sedate and conscious glance of pride, 

Where stalking by his side 

His horses went, the well won farmer's i^me. 

Waft to the heated brain the evening air, 
That played beneath the woodland's quiet shade. 
When night's calm stillness made the landscape fair. 
And one sweet bird, embowered in the glade, 
Made music, and the swain half -paused to hear 
What oft had struck his drowsy ear before. 
Then slowly turned to where his cottage near 
Sent forth a sense of peace that pleased him more. 
He entered, and the smoke embrownfed door 
Shut in the only ones that loved him well. 
Simple and staid, where love and virtue dwell. 

Bring, too, in long review the sylvan scenes 

That once were dear to those now passed away ; 

The may-poles that in May 

Were decked by loving hands with Spring's fresh 

greens, 
The lane whose quiet shade the lovers ranged, 
The bank where after work the limbs were thrown 
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In longed-for rest ; the country seat of stone; 

The stile where love's first kiss was first exchanged : 

Bring, too, the customs that survived new laws. 

The simple wedding, and the village bride. 

The new-made husband blushing at her side ; 

The honest manly struggle for the cause 

Of truth and right, waged in unasked-for wars. 

Not in the fabled lands of the old dreams, 
Weird landscapes, golden sunsets, and the fair 
Old temples, decking cliffs or pearly streams 
Hath any place remote been fair as thee 
Sweet village, and sweet olden homestead, where 
From mom till night the hospitality 
Of the old farmer made the wanderer glad ; 
Where every outcast sad 
To all the owner's plenty was made free. 
And on the wings of time thy memory sweet 
Leaves a fair odour that fresh-scents the mind, 

Reminding it of the old winter wind 

That with deep biting tooth swept round the hill, 
Or flashing o'er the surface of the rill, 



68 THS JUYBHILB FOKM8 OT JOSBPH 8. FLETCHUL 

That flowed beneath, went past with unseen feet. 
Ah, hill ! that mind, and not the eye, may see 
How oft upon thy head the gold tipped cloud 
Hath wrapped thee in a more becoming shroud 
Than human being may ever wear or see. 
The eyes that watched thee through the summer 

night 
Were not so dim, and the then youthful mind 
Was innocent of all but purer thmgs, 
But now the moral senses grow more blind 
And heart and eye alike have lost their light. 

Ah, me ! these beeches bear the simple names 
Of maids who sat beneath their antique shade 
Coupled with those of lovers, long since laid 
Beneath the churchyard's willows, tall and green, 
And on the stones the names of what hath been, 
Their age, their occupation, and the verse 

In which the village muse's powers rehearse 
In simple lines a tribute to the dead, 
Sculptured above the head 
Of him bv whom its praise mav ne'er })e seen, 
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Morning arises o'er the steaming country, clouds 
Of burnished hue rise slowly from the grass 
Shining like wings of some unheard battalion, 
Heavenward descending with their shields of brass, 
Glittering, sparkling ; from their snowy shrouds 
Start forth the mountains, blushing lest the sun 
With his first glance should look upon their bed. 
As, raising up his fair majestic head 
He streams far forth from where the night is done. 
And day breaks all away toward the plain ; 
Borne by the thousand voices of the trees. 
Whispering in song their pleasure or their pain, 
To that fair light which shone through all the breeze. 
Still stood he then, and watching once his home 
Slowly he turned, and, mounting up the hill. 
Gave one sad glance towards the dotted plaiiL 
Then traced his way 'mid other lands to roam. 
From each remembered brook, and memoried rill. 
While morning wandered where he passed again. 



%\it? f j 



B 




A MONO-DBAMA. 



AFTEE HIS DEATH. 




I. 

LOVED thee, though I had not seen thy face, 
Nor had I pressed thy hand in mine nor felt 
The while we met my heart to even melt 
Before the womanhood that in thy grace 
Had dwelling ; I had only heard of thee. 
Yet still I loved thee, through his voice I saw 
That thou hadst chained him as thou now chainst 
And on his boyish heart I saw them draw — [me, 
Those hands of love — an imagery of thee ; 
Warm were his words, he loved, and as he spake 
Love dawned from his young passion upon me. 
And of-t I tried the doubtful spell to break. 
And sometimes wished the voice away from me, 
Tet nearer drew, and asked to hear of thee. 
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IL 

He spake of thee, and in his bojrish tone 

Love held its sway and to his speech gave life, 

And in his heartfelt language love was rife. 

And all was love, for patterned by his own 

My heart was drawn to thee and thee I loved, 

I had not seen thee ; his report was there 

" And she," I thought " is worthy to be loved " — 

And thus I loved thee ; in the summer air 

Still did he speak and I that was his friend 

Listened to all his praises of thee then, 

Not thinking that his life should reach its end 

So soon. I was a hermit among men. 

And though I loved thee, I had bound my mind 

To keep my love, and hide me from my kind. 

III. 

So soon ; we stood beside his grave, where lay 
He that had loved thee and had never told 
His love to thee, nor whispered, strongly bold, 
The customary words which lovers say. 
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He is dead, and we must live ; he gave to me 

One message, and he charged me that I gave 

This — his last wish, oh ! loved one, unto thee ; 

I feared it, but I bade my heart be brave, 

And steeled it strong. What said I ? Can I tell ? 

I cannot, for I only spake my mind. 

And then was silent ; o'er our heads the bell 

Cried out for whom we strove to be resigned, 

My trust was finished, and we neither moved. 

And I not only loved but was beloved. 



rv. 

Oh loved one ! from his grave why turn away 
Who faltered to me all that summer eve. 
Not thinking that this life he soon should leave, 
His love for thee ; we turned from out the way 
That he might tell me that he longed to tell. 
I was his dearest friend, he said, and in his eyes 
The manly moisture stood — he knew me well, 
And while I listened with no small surprise, 



76 THE J17TBKILE POKHS OF JOSEPH S. FLBTCHSB 

He told of thee, and while I sat entranced, 
Lo! he had drawn a picture in my mind 
Where beauty by the side of comfort danced, 
And then I wished that I such love might find 
As that which filled him as he talked to me, 
And while his warm words ran I pictured thee. 




CHILDE HAROLD. 




I. 

E passed before us as a flashing star [night, 

Shoots its too brilliant course athwart the 

While many watched the stem majestic light 

In all its beauty pass into the far, 

Fair precincts of the mind's most glorious car, 

Upon the shadows that were coming on. 

But while they spell-bound stood, behold, 'twas gone. 

And the reproving voice no more might mar. 

The beauties of the one now passed away — 

The words of censure hushed ; the good was seen, 

The bad was swept aside from out the day, 

The many acts of wrong that once had been 

Lived but in thought, and, with uncovered head 

And reverent mien, men spake — for he was dead. 
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n. 

We knew him then, and saw the master-hand 

Had traced upon his life the gift of song, 

To charm from crowded streets the tired throng 

With voice that sang in darkness ; but the land 

Listened and wondered, as the sweet and grand 

And many sided stream of life sped by, 

Soaring still higher ; till a scarce heard sigh 

Told that the lieart obeyed the mind's command. 

And then he was forsaken, and the scorn 

Of imbelief came down upon the voice. 

Closing abruptly the ethereal mom 

That made a mighty nation's heart rejoice, 

And from him fled the brave, the pure, the good. 

Yet was he still Gk>d's voice, not understood. 




THE PARADISE LOST. 



I. 

E trod for us the various paths of thought, 
Ca^s The weary waste, and wilder wilderness. 
That his impassioned harmonies might hless 
The ordinary mind, and those who sought 
To gaze upon the place in which ho wrought. 
The Almighty and the peerless Lord of Light, 
For these he watched, but suddenly the night 
Came down, and in its folds the singer caught, 
And the great mind, like some ethereal star, 
Shone out in deeps that made it more sublime, 
While the still voice brought wonders from afar 
And charmed, not then, but for all age and time ; 
That we in utter darkness saw the fair 
And far expanse expand before us there. 

II. 

Oh ! mighty poet, versed in nature's laws. 
Who thrilled the people's heart., with noble pen 



Speaking with m^eatj, to mind and men, 

Suffering in patience for a, grander cause 

Than faction's tumults, or a boat of wars. 

Yet though thy eyes were dark, thy mind was l^ht 

And from the grandeur of thy self-sought night 

Jhuerged a child of faith, and hope, and loye ; 

Who caught the ear, and with tumultuoua voice. 

As of a apirit, descended from above. 

Bade the proud nation listen and rejoice 

To that harmonious messenger of love. 

But while they gazed, behold ! the voice did cea^e 

Yet still a word remained, " I give you peace." 
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